PRESS  GALLERY  CHANSONS 


MAY  6,  1922 


1 

0!  CANADA 


O Canada,  terre  de  nos  aienx,  ^ 

Ton  front  est  ceint  de  fleurons  glorienx 

Car  ton  bras  sait  porter  Tepee 

II  sait  porter  la  croix 

Ton  histoire  est  nne  epopee 

Des  plus  brillants  exploits 

Et  ta  valenr,  de  foi  trempee 

Prot^era  nos  foyers  et  nos  droits. 

2 

LOCH  LOMOm 

Ob!  ye’ll  tak’  th’  high  road,  and  I’ll  tak’  the  low  road. 
An’  I’ll  be  in  Scotland  afore  ye; 

But  me  an’  my  true  love,  will  never  meet  again, 

On  the  bonnie,  bonnie  banks  o’  Loch  Lomond. 

3 

THE  MINSTREL  BOY 

The  Minstrel  boy  to  tlie  war  is  gone, 

In  the  ranks  of  death  you’ll  find  him; 

His  father’s  sword  he  hath  girded  on. 

And  his  wild  harp  slung  behind  him. 

Land  of  song,”  said  the  warrior  bard, 

“ Tho’  all  the  world  betrays  thee 

One  sword  at  least  thy  rights  shall  guard, 

One  faithful  harp  shall  praise  thee.” 

The  minstrel  fell  but  the  foe-man’s  chain 
Could  not  bring  that  proud  soul  under ; 

The  harp  he  loved  ne’er  spake  again. 

For  he  tore  its  chord  asunder. 

And  said  no  chain  shall  sully  thee. 

Thou  soul  of  love  and  bravery. 

Thy  songs  were  made  for  the  pure  and  free. 

They  shall  never  sound  in  slavery.” 
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4 

LA  MARSEILLAISE 


Aliens,  enfants  de  la  patrie 
Le  jour  de  gloire  est  arrive. 

Centre  nous  de  la  tyrannie, 

L’etendard  sanglant  est  level 
L’etendard  sanglant  est  level 
Entendez-vous  dans  les  campagnes 
Mugir  ces  feroces  soldats, 

Ils  viennent  j usque  dans  nos  bras 
Egorger  nos  fils  et  nos  compagnes. 

CHORUS 

Aux  armes,  citoyens! 

Formez  vos  bataillons! 

Marchons,  marchons!  qu’un  sang  impur 
Abreuve  nos  sillons! 

Que  veut  cette  horde  d^esclaves, 

De  traitres,  de  rois  conjures. 

Pour  qui  ces  ignobles  entraves, 

Ces  fers  des  longtemps  prepares? 

Ces  fers  des  longtemps  prepares? 
Frangais,  pour  nous,  ah!  quel  outrage! 
Quels  transports  il  doit  exciter! 

C^est  nous  qu’on  ose  menacer 
De  rendre  a Fantique  esclavage! 

5 

LE  BRIGADIER 

^ Deux  gendarmes,  un  beau  dimanche, 

Chevauchaient  le  long  du  sentier. 

L’un  portait  la  sardine  blanche, 

L^autre,  le  jaune  baudrier. 

Le  premier,  dit  d’un  ton  sonore: 

Le  temps  est  beau  pour  la  saison !” 

CHORUS 

Rataplan,  plan,  plan,  plan,  plan,  plan,  plan, 
Rataplan,  plan,  plan,  plan,  plan,  plan,  plan, 
Rataplan, 
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Brigadier,  repondit  Bandore, 

Brigadier,  vons  avez  raison! 

Brigadier,  r^ondit  Bandore, 

Brigadier,  vons  avez  raison! 

All  c’est  un  metier  difficile, 

Garantir  la  propriete, 

Defendre  les  champs  et  la  ville 
Du  vol  et  de  Tiniquite. 

Bourtant  Tepouse  que  3 ’adore 
Depose  seule  la  la  maison! 

CHOEUS 

6 

THE  LAY  OF  THE  LOST  LADY  VOTER 

(Robin  Adair) 

What’s  Willie’s  smile  to  me? 

Bobbie  ’ad  ’air ; 

Where  Bobbie’s  thatch  was  gray. 

Will’s  head  is  bare. 

This  is  no  theme  for  mirth. 

Bob  had  the  finest  thatch  on  earth, 

He  cultivated  it  from  birth; 

Bobbie  ’ad  ’air. 


V 

HOPE  DEFERRED 

(The  Glory  Song) 

When  my  political  trials  are  o’er. 

And  I shall  pass  through  that  Bed  Chamber  door 
Where  I can  sleep — and  where  I can  snore. 

And  from  the  vengeance  of  voters  be  free. 

Chorus  : 

Oh,  that  will  be.  Glory  for  me. 

Glory  for  me.  Glory  for  me; 

When  I can  draw  my  safe  in-dem-nitee. 

That  will  be  glory,  be  glory  for  me. 

5 


SOLDIER’S  FAREWELL 


How  can  I bear  to  leave  thee? 

One  parting  kiss  I give  thee; 

And  then,  whatever  befalls  me, 

I go  where  honour  calls  me. 

Farewell,  farewell,  my  own  true  love; 
Farewell,  farewell,  my  own  true  love. 

Ne’er  more  may  I behold  thee 
Or  to  this  heart  enfold  thee; 

With  spear  and  pennon  glancing, 

I see  the  foe  advancing. 

Farewell,  farewell,  my  own  true  love; 
Farewell,  farewell,  my  own  true  love. 

I think  of  thee  with  longing. 

Think  thou,  when  tears  are  thronging. 

That  with  my  last  faint  sighing. 

I’ll  whisper  soft,  while  dying: 

Farewell,  farewell,  my  own  true  love; 
Farewell,  Farewell,  my  own  true  love. 

9 

EN  ROTJLANT  MA  BOULE 

Derrier’  chez  nous  y a t’un  etang, 

En  roulant  ma  boule. 

Trois  beaux  canards  s’en  vont  baignant. 
Eouli,  roulant,  ma  boule  roulant. 

Chorus : En  roulant  ma  boule  roulant, 

En  roulant  ma  boule. 

Trois  beaux  canards  s’en  vont  baignant, 
En  roulant  ma  boule, 

Le  fils  du  roi  s’en  va  chassant, 

Rouli,  roulant,  ma  boule  roulant. 

Chorus:  En  roulant,  etc. 

Le  fils  du  roi  s’en  va  chassant, 

En  roulant  ma  boule, 

Avec  son  grand  fusil  d’argent, 

Rouli,  roulant,  ma  boule  roulant. 

Chorus:  En  roulant,  etc. 
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Avec  son  grand  fusil  d^argent, 

En  roulant  ma  boule. 

Visa  le  noir  tua  le  blanc, 

Eouli,  roulant,  ma  boule  roulant. 

Chorus:  En  roulant,  etc. 

Visa  le  noir  tua  le  blanc, 

En  roulant  ma  boule. 

O fils  du  roi  tu  es  mechant! 

Rouli,  roulant,  ma  boule  roulant. 
Chorus:  En  roulant  ma  boule  voulant, 
En  roulant  ma  boule. 

10 

A SAINT-MALO 

A Saint-Malo,  beau  port  de  mer, 

A Saint-Malo,  beau  port  de  mer, 

Trois  gros  navires  sont  arrives. 

CHORUS:  Nous  irons  sur  Teau, 

Nous  y prom  promener 
Nous  irons  jouer  dans  I’isle. 

Trois  gros  navires  sont  arrives. 

Charges  d’avoine,  charges  de  ble. 

CHORUS:  Nous  irons,  etc. 

Charges  d’avoine,  charges  de  ble. 

Trois  dames  s’en  vont  les  marchander. 

CHORUS:  Nous  irons,  etc. 

Trois  dames  s’en  vont  les  marchander 
Marchand,  marchand,  combien  ton  ble? 

CHORUS:  Nous  irons,  etc. 

Trois  francs  I’avoine,  six  francs  le  ble, 
C’est  bien  trop  cher  d’une  bonne  moitie. 

CHORUS:  Nous  irons,  etc. 


7 


11 

STEIN  SONd 

Give  a rouse,  then,  in  the  Maytime,  for  a life  that  knows  no  fear  I 
Turn  night-time  into  daytime  with  the  sunlight  of  good  cheer! 
And  it’s  always  fair  weather  when  good  fellows  get  together, 

With  a stein  on  the  table  and  a good  song  ringing  clear; 

For  it’s  always  fair  weather  when  good  fellows  get  together. 

With  a stein  on  the  table  and  a good  song  ringing  clear. 

CHOEUS 

And  life  slips  its  tether 
When  good  fellows  get  together. 

With  a stein  on  the  table 
In  the  fellowship  of  spring. 

Oh,  we’re  all  frank  and  twenty  when  the  spring  is  in  the  air; 
And  we’ve  faith  and  hope  a-plenty,  and  we’ve  life  and  love  to  spare ; 
And  it’s  birds  of  a feather  when  good  fellows  get  together. 

With  a stein  on  the  table  and  a heart  without  a care; 

And  it’s  birds  of  a feather  when  good  fellows  get  together. 

With  a stein  on  the  table  and  a heart  without  a care. 

CHOEUS 

12 

GOD  SAVE  THE  KING 

God  save  our  gracious  King! 

Long  live  our  noble  King! 

God  save  the  King. 

Send  him  victorious. 

Happy  and  glorious. 

Long  to  reign  over  us, 

God  save  the  King! 

13 

TUNE  OF  MICHIGAN 

I miss  the  rooster,  the  one  that  useter,  wake  me  up  at  four  a.m.. 
The  Chickens  and  the  plough,  how  I long  to  see  them  now; 

I’m  sick  of  leading,  and  special  pleading,  for  that  blasted  Grain 
Exchange, 

And  it’s  Oh  I’d  he  blest  again  if  I could  go  West  again — back  to 
the  farm. 
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14 

SUNG  TO  TUNE  OF  THE  STEIN  SONG 


Oh,  here’s  to  Mr.  Speaker,  there  are  troubles  which  we  share. 
Let  us  fill  a brimming  beaker  and  drown  our  mutual  care — 
For  we  suffer  together,  when  Parliament  starts  to  blether. 
With  the  Mace  on  the  Table,  and  the  Speaker  in  the  Chair. 
Yes,  we  feel  for  each  other,  as  yawns  we  politely  smother. 

With  the  Mace  on  the  Table,  and  the  Speaker  in  the  Chair. 

CHOEUS 

For  its  beaucoup  de  blether. 

When  Parliament  gets  together. 

With  the  Mace  on  the  Table, 

And  the  Farmers  running  free. 


15 

THE  LONG,  LONG  TRAIL 

There’s  a long,  long  trail  a-winding 
Into  the  land  of  my  dreams. 

Where  the  nightingale  is  singing. 

And  the  pale  moon  beams. 

There’s  a long,  long  night  of  waiting, 
Until  my  dreams  are  come  true, 

Till  the  day  when  I’ll  be  going 
Down  the  long,  long  trail  with  you. 


16 

WEE  DEOCH  AN’  DORIS 

Just  a wee  deoch  an’  doris. 

Just  a wee  drap  that’s  ’a. 

Just  a wee  deoch  and  doris 
Before  we  gang  awa’. 

There’s  a wee  wifie  waiting. 

In  a wee  but  and  ben. 

If  ye  can  say  it’s  a braw,  bricht  moonlicht  nicht. 
Ye’re  a’  richt,  ye  ken. 
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17 

TIPPERARY 


It^s  a long  way  to  Tipperary, 

It’s  a long  way  to  go.  , , 

It’s  a long  way  to  Tipperary, 

To  the  dearest  girl  I know. 

Good-bye  Piccadilly, 

Farewell,  Leicester  Square; 

It’s  a long,  long  way  to  Tipperary — 

But  my  heart’s  right  there. 

18 

SUNG  TO  AIR  OF  MR.  DOOLEY  ” 

There  is  a man  who’s  known  to  all,  a man  of  great  renown, 

A man  whose  name  is  on  the  lips  of  everyone  in  town, 

’Twas  down  in  Queen’s  and  Shelburne  that  he  first  saw  light  of 
day, 

And  now,  no  matter  where  he  goes,  you  hear  the  people  say : 
CHORUS 

There’s  Mr.  Fielding,  Mr.  Fielding, 

The  chief  financial  wizard  of  the  day; 

A strong  debater;  administrator. 

And  trusted  friend  of  Wilfrid  Laurier. 

Who  was  it  served  for  fifteen  years  in  sunshine  and  in  showers. 
And  piloted  through  storm  and  stress  this  fiscal  bank  of  ours, 
Who  kept  a seal  upon  his  lips,  a padlock  on  his  mouth. 

And  always  had  a liking  for  our  neighbours  to  the  South. 

’Twas  Mr.  Fielding,  Mr.  Fielding, 

The  man  who’s  right  inside  the  inner  ring. 

Who  acts  so  sanely,  and  speaks  so  plainly. 

The  strong  right  arm  of  one  Mackenzie  King. 

All  governments  are  doomed  to  die,  their  life  is  but  a span, 
And  this  one  too  will  end  its  days;  deny  it  if  you  can. 

It  has  not  had  much  chance  to  shine,  or  do  the  things  it  would, 
But  though  its  Batting  may  be  weak,  its  Fielding  will  be  good! 

Oh  Mr.  Fielding,  Mr.  Fielding, 

Although  your  level  head  has  turned  so  grey. 

You’re  still  on  deck.  Sir,  and  are  by  heck.  Sir, 

The  Daddy  of  the  Cabinet  to-day. 
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19 

SUNG  TO  AIR  OF  OLD  BLACK  JOE 

Gone  are  the  days  when  his  heart  was  young  and  gay. 
Those  good  old  days  when  he  followed  Laurier. . 

Now  he’s  in  power  and  the  arrows  round  him  sing; 
There’s  no  one  needs  more  pity  than  Mackenzie  King. 

CHORUS 

He’s  coming;  he’s  coming, 

Though  his  progress  may  be  slow, 

He’s  just  a shrinking  violet,  but 
Watch  him  grow! 

Why  should  he  weep  when  McMaster  raises  Gain, 
Andrew  is  done,  and  he  wonH  come  back  again, 

Wilted  away  like  the  winter’s  snow  in  spring. 

But  still  Sir  Lomer  sits  beside  Mackenzie  King. 

He’s  coming;  he’s  coming, 

Though  his  row  is  hard  to  hoe, 

He’s  just  a modest  little  flower,  but 
Watch  him  grow! 

20 

RAILWAY  ROSARY 

(Air  of  God  Save  the  King  'V 

God  save  the  C.  P.  R., 

Ingine  to  parlour-car, 

Save  the  O.  P.. ! 

Send  them  some  more  George  Hams, 

Soften  newspaper  slams. 

Ward  ofl  the  people’s  damns. 

Save  the  C.  P.  ! 

God  help  the  C.  N.  R., 

Bring  the  line  back  to  par. 

Save  the  C.  N.  ! 

Save  it  from  Bill  and  Dan, 

Eddie  or  Lomer  Gouin, 

Or  other  boogey-man. 

Save  the  C.  N.  ! 
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Shareholders  spread  afah! 
Throughout  this  broad  Empah! 

Save  the  Grand  Trunk! 

Save  it  fro-m  Arthur  Mleighen, 
Save  it  from  Smither-een, 

Or  any  other  has  been, 

Save  the  G.  T. 


21 

WAITING  AT  THE  POLL 

he  sung  on  air  of  Waiting  at  the  Church'^) 

There  was  I waiting  at  the  poll, 

Waiting  at  the  poll. 

Waiting  at  the  poll. 

The  voters  came  and  left  me  in  the  hole 
Lord,  how  it  did  upset  me. 

Late  that  night  I ’ears  about  the  vote 
This  is  what  it  wrote 
“You’re  the  blooming  goat, 

I can’t  get  away  to  vote  for  you  to-day, 
The  Proge  won’t  let  me.” 


22 

POLITICIANS’  LAMENT 

(Air:  Three  Maids  of  Canada) 

There  were  three  men  of  Canada 
A-drinkin’  two  per  cent. 

And  all  their  conversation  was 
“ My  party  sure  ie  rent.” 

Thenmp  spake  the  first  one: 

“ My  rent’s  the  biggest  of  all 
Quebec  and  Nova  Scotia 
But  the  West,  not  at  all. 

Then  up  spake  the  second  one — 
“I’m  shot  all  to  bite 
I’ve  lost  the  East,  I’ve  lost  the  West 
I’ve  lost  the  Nationalist  Grits.” 
12 


Then  up  spake  the  third  one : 

“ I donT  oome  East  at  all, 

The  Crows  JSTest  Pass,  the  Wheat  Board 
Are  in  an  awful  ball.” 

And  sho-uted  they  altogether, 

“We're  politicians  all, 

And  we  will  run  old  Canada 
To  an  election  in  the  fall.” 

And  shouted  they  altogether, 

“We're  politicians  all, 

And  we  will  run  old  'Canada 
To  an  election  in  the  fall.” 

23 

THE  PARTY'S  GONE  TO  'ELL 

(Air  of  Hunting  We  Will  Go  *') 

The  party's  gone  to  'ell. 

The  party's  gone  to  'ell! 

Heigho,  the  farmers  o-h. 

The  party's  gone  to  'ell. 

24 

ARE  THEY  WET? 

(Allouette) 

Are  we  wet,  oh  glory  are  we  wet,  oh,  ' ■ 

Are  we  wet,  oh  boy,  Pll  say  we  are. 

Would  you  like  a glass  of  punch?  ' 

Would  we  like  a glass  of  punch  ? 

I'll  say  we  would;  I'll  say  we  would,  oh— ^ 

Are  we  wet,  oh  glory  are  we  wet,  oh. 

Are  we  wet,  oh  boy.  I'll  say  we  are.  ’ 

Would  you  like  a quart  of  Scotch? 

Would  we  like  a quart  of  Scotch? 

A quart  of  Scotch,  a glass  of  punch,  oh — 

Are  we  wet,  etc. 
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Would  you  like  a equare-face  gin? 

Would  we  like  a square-face  gin? 

A square-face  gin,  a quart  of  Scotch,  a glass  of  punch,  oh — 

Are  we  wet,  etc. 

Would  you  like  a flask  of  rye? 

Would  we  like  a flask  of  rye? 

A flask  of  rye,  a square-face  gin,  a quart  of  Scotch,  a 
glass  of  punch,  oh — 

Are  we  wet,  etc.,  ad  lib,  ad  nauseam. 

25 

TO  HIS  EXCELLENCY 

(Tune:  John  Brown) 

The  Byng  Boys  all  welcome  you. 

From  war  they  are  now  free; 

Your  cheery  smile  and  spirit  high 
They  all  admire  to  see; 

But  when  war  breaks  out  again 
They’ll  follow  in  your  train, 

When  Byng  goes  marching  on. 

Chorus — 

The  lion’s  cubs  are  willing 
to  flght  with  Byng  again. 

The  lion’s  cubs  are  willing 
to  flght  with  Byng  again, 

The  lion’s  cubs  are  willing 
to  flght  with  Byng  again. 

When  he  goes  marching  on. 

Glory,  Glory,  Glory  Halleluah, 

Glory,  Glory,  Glory  Halleluah, 

Glory,  Glory,  Glory  Halleluah, 

When  Byng  goes  marching  on. 

From  Yimy  into  Canada 
There’s  many  a mile  between. 

But  o’er  the  gulf  until  to-day 
The  memory  is  green; 

The  boys  who  fought  are  all  for  you 
With  the  people  just  as  keen. 

And  Byng  goes  marching  on. 


Chorus — 
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26 

THE  FARMER’S  HYMN  OF  ’ATE 

( Old  Hundredth) 

The  grasshopper  steals  the  farmer’s  grain, 

The  hungry  hobo  steals  his  honey;  ^ 

The  bed-bug  bites  his  juicy  back, 

And  the  grain-dealer  keeps  his  money. 

Led  by  the  impressario  of  the  prairies,  Tom  Crerar,  ably  assisted 
by  John  Stevenso-n  at  the  grain  spout. 

27 

WHO  TEMPTED  AGGIE 

(Who  Killed  GocTc  Rohin?) 

Who  tempted  Aggie  ? 

“ Ask  King,”  said  Tom  iCrerar, 

“I  weren’t  never  near  ’er, 

I didn’t  tempt  Aggie.” 

Who  tempted  Aggie? 

“ Not  guilty,”  said  Willie, 

“ I’m  not  so  damned  silly. 

As  to  mix  it  with  Aggie.” 

Who  tempted  Aggie? 

“’Tweren’t  me,”  said  Art  Meighen, 

“ I wouldn’t  be  seen, 

A-foolin’  with  Aggie.” 


28 

THE  GOVERNMENT  RAILWAY 

( Oh,  How  I Hate  to  Get  Up) 

The  other  day  I chanced  to  meet  a railway  man  I knew. 

He’d  been  out  of  work  a month,  and  he  was  feeling  blue ; 

His  clothes  were  old  and  seedy  and  his  hair  was  long  and  gray, 
I asked  him  what  he  thought  of  life  and  then  I heard  him  say : 
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Chorus : 

Oh,  how  I wish  we’d  a government  railway, 

Oh,  how  I’d  like  a government  job; 

But  the  only  think  we’ve  got,  is  a road  that’s  gone  to  pot, 

A government  road;  a government  road;  a government  load  of 
taxes ; 

Some  day  they’re  going  to  make  it  a railway. 

Some  day  when  D.  B.  Hanna  is  dead; 

They’ll  wrap  it  up  in  tissue  fine,  and  send  it  to  the  Maritime, 
Where  folks  spend  most  of  their  time  in  bed. 

29 

THE  COYOTE  HOWL 

( 8ung  to  Mr.  Dooley  ”) 

The  farmers  from  the  western  plains. 

Came  down  here  forty  strong; 

Demanding  that  they  have  a voice 
To  help  the  world  along; 

They  knew  just  what  they  wanted  taxed, 

And  what  they  wanted  free; 

And  when  they  came  into  the  House, 

They  all  joined  in  this  plea: 

Chorus : 

We  want  the  Wheat  Board;  We  want  the  Wheat  Board, 
You’ve  got  to  give  it  to  us  while  you  can ; 

And  if  you  do  Sir;  We’ll  vote  for  you.  Sir, 

Every  single  homely  son-of-a-gun. 

They  wanted  farm  machinery, 

Made  cheaper  for  the  West; 

They  sought  to  raise  the  price  of  wheat. 

Which  they  could  grow  the  best; 

They  wanted  Car  veil  fired 
And  a farmer  in  his  job ; 

And  if  they  couldn’t  get  their  wish, 

They  threatened  to  raise  hob. 

Chorus : 

Cut  down  the  freight  rates;  cut  down  the  freight  rates, 
It’s  time  these  railway  dividends  were  done; 

And  if  you  do,  Sir,  We’ll  vote  for  you.  Sir, 

Every  single,  homely  son-of-a-gun. 

16 


